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" What's the matter with me ? " Folger asked. " Sometimes, when
I have an extra helping of pork and beans at noontime, I feel sort of
dizzy. Does that mean anything ? "
" I fear it does," I said, " but I can't tell for sure unless you'll come
out in the open air and do some exercising for me."
" What sort of exercising ? " Folger asked.
" Meiely running and walking,5' I said. " You'd run a hundred
yards, taking deep breaths ; then walk the same distance as slowly as
possible, still taking deep breaths. I want to see if you'd get dizzy."
" And what if I did ?" Folger asked.
" I'll tell you when I'm certain," I said evasively, " but I can assure
you of one thing, Captain : if you're in need, I'll find a way to help
you, even if I have to give you my last pair of tractors."
I have no doubt the stolid-faced fishermen and mariners of Havre
thought us insane when they saw us first galloping and then crawling
through their streets. When, however, we returned to Madame
Moreau's lodging-house, where the odour of sealing-wax had pene-
trated even to the lower floor, Folger had my last pair of Metallic
Tractors, and the assurance that there was nothing wrong with him
that the tractors wouldn't cure.
Buell, of course, was still in bed, and Hynson had locked the
package of dispatches in his trunk for safe-keeping.
In return for our kindness to Folger, Hynson went with us to find
a smuggler who would take us to England. Later that evening Hynson
stood with me on a wharf, watching Folger's sloop ghost out to sea ;
and an hour later Buell, Vardill, Hynson and I sat in the cuddy of a
Dieppe lugger, examining the package of dispatches that Buell had
replaced with sheets of blank paper, all neatly sealed with the com-
missioners' own seals.
** Those dispatches would 'a' been wasted on Congress, anyhow,
the way they were," Buell said. " Folger's carrying the only kind of
reading matter that Congress has the brain to understand : blank
paper 1"